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fubjeft ; how delightful, faid lie, to a think* 
mind, undifturb’d with guilt is this profpeci 
nothing cah be more fweet, nothing mor, 
enlivening; here we behold the bountifc 
works of the Creator, and the voice of gra 
titude cannot help breaking forth in praife 
to the eternal God, who has fo kindly pro 
vided for the neceffaries of human nature, 
even to gratify every fenfe ; the eye is de- 
lighted with woods, groves and meadows, 
and purling rills, which join’d to the concer 
of the innocent feather’d race, give pleafure 
to the ear ; the loaded branches of various 
kinds of fruit that hang pendant to the 
delight of the palate, the warm and all cheer- 
ing fun keeps off the bl uttering breath of 
Boreas; thus the innocent man enjoys the 
bounties of the Creation ; far otherwife, 
alas I it is with thofe whofe minds are 
clouded with guiltinefs, the glorious fun can- 
not warm them, no profpeft can delight 

them, 
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them the brooks murmur,, the meadows 
bloom, the feather’d fongtters ttretch their 
liquid throats, grove, valley, dale, or pine- 
clod hill, to him are nothing, his fenfes are 
all abforb’d together, his mind in a ftate 
every paflion is at ftrife with the other, he 
curfes the light, yet cannot bear darknefs, 
he wanders like Cain, anout-caft, hates his 
own being, yet is afraid every one he meets 
will kill him ; oh ! wretched ftate, unhappy 
wretch, was the wealth of the whole globe 
to be mine I would not have an evil con- 
fcience. 

Tom liften’d to thefe reflettions with pro- 
found attention, his countenance fhewing 
the effedl it had upon his mind, at the firli 
part, his face bluff’d with and his eye let 
fall the tear of gratitude to his kind matter, 
at the latter part he turn’d pale, and his 
hair feem’d to ftand an end at the dreadful 
image of a guilty confidence ; here again 

they 


